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Positive 


‘Im positive." 

| stared at those two words forever. A simple text. | was meeting a friend for a late lunch on our off day in 
Orlando when | got a text from Jer. My mouth went dry and | looked at the text and then across the table at 
the empty chair. 

When my friend returned from using the bathroom, they asked, "What's wrong?" 

"Jerry tested positive." 

"No shit? So what now?" 

"Don't know." | chugged down the rest of whatever fruity drink | had been nursing before. 


My phone buzzed again. "Cancelling tomorrow night and Thursday." 


"Fuck." 


"What?" 
"Cancelling tomorrow and Thursday. Hey, uh, | gotta .." | jerked my thumb over my shoulder. 
"Yeah, yeah. Go. | got this." 


After | hugged and kissed them goodbye, | got an Uber back to the hotel. | hurried across the lobby to the 


elevators when fucking Tyler appeared out of nowhere. 

"You can't go up there.” 

"have to. He's .. 

"He's sick, dude. And he doesn't want you getting it. Got you another room. Come on" 
"No way. | need to - ' 


"| can't let -" 


| didn't bother listening to whatever bullshit he continued to say. | started for the elevators again. Fuck, I'd run 
up the stairs if | had to. 


"Greg, wait." 


| ducked into the elevator as soon as it opened and stabbed at the button for the twenty-first floor. When 
Tyler stepped in after me, | put a hand up. "lim going to see him and don't fucking try to stop me again" 


He sighed and rubbed his face. "Dude, if you get it, he'll be pissed. Just. 

| barked, "Im going to see him!" 

As soon as | slid the card in the lock, | heard Jerry from the bed 

"Get out" 

aise 

"Greg!" And then he started sneezing. He sneezed four times. "Greg, get out. You're not getting this shit, too” 


Without stepping into the room, | looked around, noticing my stuff was already gone. “Jer, | won't get sick. Just 


let me...” 


"Babe, please. Please. Go to the other room and then you can call me. We'll tak about stuff that way. Please?" 
"But |." | trailed off and leaned my head against the doorframe. "Are you bad?" 

"No, baby. Not too bad” 

"Its from meeting all those people” 


"Probably. Now, go." He started a sneezing fit again and it took every ounce of strength for me not to run 


over to the bed and try to help him. 

"Can we call a doctor or something?" 

"Nah. Just gonna let it run its course. I'll be fine." 

"Then I'll be fine, too. Come on. Please?" 

His voice took a hard edge. "Greg, go to the other room now, please." 


It was useless to stand there and argue with him anymore. He was a lot like me that way, which sucked. Once 


Jerry's mind was made up about something, there was no changing it. | sighed. "Fine." 
"Good boy." 


| let the door close and realized Tyler had been standing behind me the whole time. "Shut up," | mumbled when 


| saw the grin on his face. 

My room was on the fourteenth floor. This was ridiculous. | couldn't even be on the same floor? | flopped 
down on the bed and took out my phone, sending Jerry a FaceTime call. He immediately picked up and sneezed 
again, this time followed by a wince and a groan, 

"What is it? What's wrong?" 

"It's fine. Just a little headache and these sneezes." 

| frowned. Jerry laughed softly and then groaned again 

"You don't look good." 


"Gee, thanks, babe. | was about to tell you that you looked fine as hell.” 


That got a tiny grin out of me as | shook my head. "You're an asshole." 


He laughed and then sneezed again | watched him pick up a small box of tissues. 

"Do you need more of that stuff. | can go get some. And | can grab some medicine or something” 
ve 

"Jer, come on You really expect me to stay away?" 

"Yes, | do. You're not getting this shit. | mean it Ill be pissed at you if you get sick, too." 

"You can do the shows without me, you know’ 

"The fuck | can And | don't wanna, Besides, to hell with the shows. | don't want you to get sick’ 
"Why?" | smirked at him. 

"Because fuck you, you little shit. That's why" 


"No, | mean it. Why don't you want me to get sick? Do you, like, like me or something?" | always liked getting a 
rise out of him, but | kinda wanted to hear him say it. Needed to hear him say it, | guess. 


"Babe, if you don't know what you mean to me by Now ...” 


"Maybe | don't, babe 


"I fucking love you, you jerk. Now, try not to go nuts in that room by yourself. I'll test again in two days and 
hopefully, I'll be good to go." 


"I fucking love you, old man. And, uh, I'll try not to but you know me." 


"I do know you. That's why l'm telling you that I'll test again in two days. Keep your shit together for two days, 
Greg." 


"lll be fine," | lied "You just get some rest and feel better." 
"Okay. Call me if you need me." 

"l'm not gonna call. You need to sleep." 

"Call me, baby. I'm here." 


"Is Two damn days, Cantrell. Ill be fine." | smiled to try to sell it. 


Either it worked or he was just too tired to argue with me. "Okay. Okay, gonna fall asleep. Bye, baby." 
"Later, old man!" | grinned and then ended the call. 


The room was silent and still. He didn't say | had to stay here, right? | picked up my new key card, stuffed my 
phone in my pocket, and took off. 


